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Jazz Cats 


What you are about to read is something new from Plinky Plonky. A piece 
of literary improvised jazz. One continous piece, where a new author 
takes over from the last. A piece that in its original conceptualisation was 
unaware of what it’d become. It was our experiment- and I’d like to thank 
every author who helped the piece’s continuous growth and 
development, as well as the fantastic illustrator Katelin Jaegers, who 
brought Jazz Cats to life through her gloriously gentle illustrations! And 
one final special thanks to Beezy, a gorgeous black cat who was our 
initial muse! 


Once again, thank you for the continuous support and we'll see you at the 
end of the year for more surreal musings! 


- Thierry St. Quintin; creator, 
chief editor and director of all things Plinky Plonky. 
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*Stripped back piano as the room fills with patrons with the sound of rain from outside. * 


The train creaks over the tracks, the overpass wobbles, and the 
rainwater’s dew is in free fall. All the sounds differ: from the car 
rooves to the concrete. The umbrellas, the glass windows, it’s a 
rainy rhythmic beat. Cars go by, adding melodies, through their 
car radios. They add interest to the instrumentation, with shifts 
of genres, of sonic complexities. Each nighthawk has their solo, 
bringing the score into new territories, for it to only be 


abandoned. 
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These are the metropolitan blues. 


A cat pokes her head from the storm drain. She looks to the left. 
Then to the right. The cat pounces onto the road and 

finally emerges from the city’s subterranean caverns. Scurrying 
from the gutter, she rests on the footpath for a good stretch. The 
cat sniffs the air and arches its back. The cat begins to sleuth 
around the corner, noticing some sort of new sound and scent. 
With a sensational appetite for mystery and adventure, the cat 
follows. Becoming one with the shadows, she dodges drunks 


and lovers alike. Her name: Luna. 


A true bohemian rhapsody. 


The journey persists, with sounds transforming into an 
addiction for the feline. Like the Greek muse Euterpe, she is en- 
thralled. But the sounds are always at arm’s length, seemingly to 
only get further and further. There's no need to lament, to break 
down. Leaping across the bridges, dogs bark as she enters the 
city proper. Past convenient stores that stink of old milk, motels 
of sour memories- weaving between the legs of couples and their 


chaperones; the sounds get louder. 


It’s only a paper moon. 

Leaping from tile to tile, Luna begins to swing. Up, up, up, she 
bounces through the air. Nearing the sound’s origin, she glides 
with magic. Leaving a trail of stardust with each leap, she 
dodges through constellations and constructs new ones. Nearing 
the moon, she gives it a quick nudge before returning down to 
Earth. Finding herself seated in an alleyway. She stretches once 
more. For an instant, there is only silence and the buzzing of 
neon signs. She yawns. And the music begins again. Now louder 


than ever. 
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*The faint sound of a gaohu can be heard, as if it was being played in another room.* 


Hurry up young blood the moon is getting full 


There is a young swell of sound at the café Luna finds herself 
now having reached. A woman sits inside. She turn towards the 
music. Such sweetness. The milk saucer’s contents is rotting, 
curdles to the sweet sounds. It comes again, softer, and Luna 
must strain to hear it when she halts at the doorway. The 
woman approaches, cautious, and opens the door fully. The 
woman is frowning, the cat knows without looking, because the 


woman is spackled in star grist. 


THERE’S WEIGHTLESSNESS IN FANTASY 


Luna doesn’t enter, still trying to listen for the sounds. 

The street is sluggish; steeped in rain and gluttonous with 
traffic and streaks of runny light. Puddles reflect the absence of 
stars and the cat could yowl with frustration. Car honks 
splinter her focus, huddled copses of limbs bleed attention from 
the tentative sound. It shrinks in volume again at the burst of 
laughter from a cluster of young, shrieking as they tumble out 
of the dark. The music takes a tumble too, Luna’s focus 


sharpening to a point—there! The milky sweet is there. 


don't wanna scrape you off the pavement 


There is a curious sensation, the wash of music still 

present but a thimble of what it was—I’d eat supernovas to 
string comets into a garland for your whimsy alone. I'd carve up 
the arc of a black hole and whittle it into the sense of a crunch 
so your first bite encompassed even a half-breath of the affection 
I hold for you. But, of course, your first sip would be of the 
Milky Way distilled into milk fit for your tiny frame. 
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My heartbeat resonates through my body 


Luna is off like a shot down the street, her tail slinking around 
the corner. The woman realises after locking up shop, and she 
sees Luna stopping by the entrance, almost hypnotised. The city 
croons around her. The pitter-patter of rain, water squelching 
under her boots, traffic swelling in chorus to the splashing of 
young love, girls hand in hand as they wave goodbye to their 
friends, and the streak of cold snaking down her face. Cold 
ought to have a sound—heat had a sound. Crackle, pop, and 


snap. 


Twin meows snap her back into focus. The alley is a dead end, 
illuminated by the back end of restaurant kitchens spilling hot 
air and smoke out in equal measure. Luna senses another- a 
smaller bundle of fur, a kitten by the sounds of it, in a milk 


crate lying on its side. 
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*Soft notes from a clarinet emerge, with each note almost glistening with subtle fragility* 


Together they play and they suffer 


A curious pair, their shadows dashed against the alley walls. 


She steps, heels, crunching into the gravel; she stops. 


A large cat emerges, staring towards Luna, unflinching, its 
bristling white fur curling upwards as if it was some part of this 
ensemble of smoke and steam. The kitten, uncertain and afraid, 


remains hidden in the box. she watches. 


The woman reaches Luna at long last. For the kitten, the woman seemed to 
be something frightening, under the harsh fluorescent lights a sort of 

apparition of the night. Calm, yet haunting in her gaze. Almost hypnotised, 
Luna stood behind the bigger cat, watching the woman in this way for what 


seemed like an eternity. 


Until, from somewhere above, the stirrings of music could be heard. 


Deafening anticipation, and then... a yell! 


1, 2, 3, 4! And BANG! Crashes of noise began to bounce around the alleyway. 


L234) She had heard this before, somewhere far away 


from here, once before. 
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The woman turns her head towards the sky, muttering in 
tongues Luna couldn’t understand. The music grew louder, each 
melody a passing wave pushing Luna away only to draw her 


closer until she felt that she could almost touch it. 


It’s desperation, its beauty was almost too much to bear. She has 


to find whoever was making such a kind of music. 


Following the upturned gaze of the woman, Luna spots a 


warm light, spilling out of an open window; a rusted fire 


escape would deliver her there. Leaving the shadows, she leaps. 
The large cat and kitten too, make a break, disappearing. 
5; 6, 7, 8! 


Luna crept onto the sill of the window to the apartment, the 
warm light washing over her as she peered into its interior. A 
single bulb illuminated four of them standing in the room, 
each one downturned, eyes closed, completely consumed. Luna 
watches as great gleaming drops of sweat ran down their 
temples, she saw their hands writhing amongst their 
instruments, their bodies twisting to the music as if suffering 


some immense but invisible pain. 


And indeed they are suffering, but their music was so 
beautiful. Truthful, angry, tender, untethered; they play 
together. 


Luna has felt this before, had heard this music in some deep 


forgotten memory. It spoke of some essential and undeniable 


truth. 
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*The distant plucking of a violin emerge, and gradually turn to a slow bowing sound* 


She sits. She watches. She learns. 
How does a cat know anger? 


She knows it like this: a sharp rap of knuckles on wood, of 
doorsteps spilling sour distaste onto the street like spoilt milk 
leaking from a bowl. She knows what hackles mean under 
moonlight, of a hiss that fits around her lips like a muzzle, of 
spat curses and feet shaped like shovels, happy to dig her a 


grave. 
She knows anger, and that is how she knows the Violinist. 


The violinist plays like a murderer; she hacks out chunks of 
string and sinew, and the notes bleed and pool at her feet. Luna 
likes her not at all; happy the human’s hands fit snug around 
bow, and not around knife. She would not like to be pinned by 
this violent gaze, yet the nagging feeling stops her. She sights the 


memory like how a pigeon sights a car; in a flash, and too late. 
How does a cat know desire? 


She knows it like this: a soft bed, soft tread of paw on grass with 
no hidden barbs. Of tails curled and purrs exchanged; like the 
rumble of a warm voice, like that first sigh of a crowd hearing 
the beat of Creation, down in New Orleans. When someone 
leaves her a pan of chicken and coaxes her from hiding with soft 


hands and a song like a caress on the spine. 


She knows desire, and that is how she knows the Cellist. 
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Soulful, the Cellist wanders through the lyrical tapestry in the 
room in a daze, as lovers first meeting in rose gardens do. Her 
slow draw of a bow weaves like Penelope’s needle, the pick and 
unpick a mourning of a love devoured by the sea, and the heart 
that drowns with him. Luna likes her much better, this human 
with her heart strung out to dry. She watches her longer, but the 


memory still eludes her. It will not be gentle. 
How does a cat know fear? 


She knows it like this: a blinding yellow car light that stinks of 
acrid gasoline, wasteland and ash. Yellow like the harsh gaze of 
the tabby that gave her the first definition of pain she'll always 
refer to — stinging claws, a bite that never missed. Of stones 
and baskets and Cold, that noiseless hand of Death as it picks 
its way through alleyways. 


Yes, Luna knows fear as a faithful companion, and that is how 


she knows the pianist. 


He wears his tune like a scratchy overcoat; too large for him, 

too much at once. The keys seem to pluck and groan under the 
weight of him, an octopus startled who drops all his staccatos 

all at once. Like a plume of ink in water he disappears beside 

his companions. Luna notes his nervous fingers and notes his 
flighty eyes. This is not a safe man to bet on, and he is too much 
of herself. The memory, a murky glimmer. Hands much like his, 


once. Nails bitten down. Luna’s hands? 


Now awaits the final companion. Trumpet and Disgust. Luna 


can’t stand to look at him. 
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"A slow drum swing emerges, unifying the disonant sounds. All other instruments pause* 


Solo 


She knows hunger 
all too well—a hooded figure on 
the drums rapping a steady 


pum-pum-parum 


heart in her tail 
up town, down-street, 
she dodges the uncaring foot when she can 


breathe her breaths percuss 


behind the drums. 


Outrun. 
The Drums. 


She knows they won't forget her 
wherever she goes, 
they'll follow 


pum-pum-parum 


The city’s darkening hands pluck her stringy 
body into alleys behind bars with 
smoke and a tune in their lungs and their ears 


accompany the drums 


she doesn’t know inside, 
pum-pum-parum 
paying no notice to one more set of hungry eyes with 


one more rattling heart. 
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After tense hours, they start speaking. Bravo. Encore. 


As if, once they'd faded, the drums werent still cracking inside 


their mind. 
As if the city had fallen asleep, as if the music had stopped. She 
can’t seem to remember what it was that she was looking for, or 


if she ever knew. 


In the silence, she can still hear them. Guiding hands. 


Foot-beats exit. 


Lights snap off 
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“Accompanying the swing beat, the saxophone glides in, followed by each other instrument* 
And when the darkness sheds its skin for the new day, 

the whiskers point to the sky. 

Does she belong in the shadows? 

Lurking behind the fences or sliding between the panels? 

Does she thrive in the shadows? 

Looking to the moon with her feline stare. 

The moon looks back and she stares also. Two mistresses of the 
occult staring back at each other. The moon sees her craters in 
the cat’s scars and markings. The cat sees her coat in the shades 
of the warm glow’s asymmetric surfaces. 

Does she belong in the light? 

Under the blue scapes and chasing the sparked creates? 


Does she thrive in the light? 


Meeting the hands of the unknown and drinking up the pro- 
duce of a day’s hard work. 


The sun only serves as a comfort. Keeping her temporarily fiery 
until she desires the cool tiles or the shallow escape of a tree’s 
timid silhouette. The sun doesn’t know her like the moon does. 


The sun admires her. Fuels her. 
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But the moon enthrals her. Mystifies her. Beckons her. 


Still. Does she desire the shadows or the light? 
Do your desires mask her own? As she moves elegantly across 
the pavement and against the tiles crafting her sweet but sturdy 


sound - pum pum padum. 
Do your feelings define her? 


You know her as the dark omen. The black fur that blends into 


the air, knowing no boundaries such as light or reason. 


You also know her as the bright and majestic creature whose 


eyes can control you, memories you. 


She is neither this nor that. She isn’t the sound of her paws or 
the colour of her fur. And yet she belongs somewhere - 
connected to the stars, moons and bleak drums of the night's 


cycle. 
She waits patiently for the day’s skin to regrow and cover tightly. 
Embracing her warmly. Ready for her to assume the shadows 


and connect with the living. 


Luna climbs to the roof, as per the moon’s request. 
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*Now swooning in, a trumpet, to begin the cloasing of the composition* 


Perhaps this is all we fear when we lend signs and symbols to 
superstition — their elusiveness. To whom does the light of the 
moon belong? Where do all the black cats reside? We never 
really make sense of the world, we only ever designate names to 
the things within it. But even then, we struggle to find places 


for them. 


Black cats, the moon, these signs and symbols which peel back 
our sense of assuredness, do not really belong to the 
supernatural. They simply do not belong. They embody a 
surreality that extracts feelings before thoughts: the feeling of 
walking through a children’s novel, the plot of which you can't 


remember. 


Living as we know it is the act of creating order, putting things 
in boxes and figuring out what you do and dont need. Living is 
a matter of practicing scales and broken arpeggios until you find 


the perfect harmony. But life is hardly in key. 


Life is lonely, calamitous, unforgiving and absurd: spontaneous 
trills and discordant progressions, laced with a gentle woodwind 
sigh. Life is bric-a-brac through which we must sift and assign 


value. Jazz. 


19 


She does not fit within humans’ means of living. She is elusive, 
transient, stray. Maybe this is why they say she has nine lives. 
Something about her is inexplicable — it must surely begin and 
end beyond the parameters of their existence. The truth is, she 
does not know where she belongs or what she is doing, only 


that wherever she is, she must be somewhere else. 


The sun encroaches on the main street, bringing form to the 
condensation on shop windows. Slowly, the shopkeepers and 
truck drivers and dog-walkers and human beings will resume 
their search for perfect harmony. But she will still hear jazz. As 
she slinks into obscurity, the sounds of last night are at home in 
her mind. She begins to wonder if she ever actually saw the jazz 


band at all. Sometimes, she wonders if she is even a cat. 
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*The composition fades, for only the piano to return with its opening motif* 


She longs for the nighttime. 


The rain time and chaos. 


Curled up, sunlight offers warmth. 
And she begins to drift into dreaming. 


Mind empty, peaceful. 
She purs. 


Vibrations like a long chord. 


Vibrations like distant space energy. 


Now beyond the cloudless, pink sky. 


She becomes vapour. 
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And floats between stars. 


Your star, my star, our stars. 


Galaxies are relationships. 


And Luna connects us. 


She glistens between them. 


And cradles those that are dim. 


They become brighter. 
They brighten those around them. 


And slowly, it becomes night again. 


And she returns to Earth to dance. 


OCTET 


Stars and Purrs 


Words by Thierry St. Quintin 
Illustrations by Katelin Jaegers 
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P ‘Bouncing through the sky, : 
Playing amongst the stars, 
Luna fell with stardust. 
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Now in the cityscape, 
| Missing her cosmic playground, 9% 
A sadness overflows. is 


Es -s 
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She tries to climb and climb, 
Trees and fire escapes, 
But the moon is out of reach. 
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F Odd alien sounds, i ' 
‘Such sweet nocturnal beauty, : 
. Coming from below. 
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The music swings, : 
And Luna jives to new heights, | 
» Through the toxic smog. 
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She grooves in space, 
With a smile on her face, 
Bouncing through the sky. 
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Thank you for supporting Plinky Plonky by downloading this PDF, 
contributing content or watching our stuff via YouTube. 
We strive to offer a hodgepodge of content each season this year, 
each in a variety of mediums coming from different voices, so if you’d 
like to express interest in collaborating, you can contact us here: 


Instagram: @plonkyplonkyfeatures 
Gmail: plinkyplonkyfeatures@gmail.com 
Youtube: plinkyplonkyfeatures 
Spotify: The Plinky Plonky Spotlight (Podcast) / Plinky Plonky (Playlists) 


We’d love to hear from you! 
Thank you again, much love and see you in soon... 
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